THE LOTTERY

hope from any of those rascals that I thought my friends.     No
hope 1J

He stopped short, seeing a stranger in the room, for Mr.
Belton was a stranger to him.     < My husband can tell you the

* " Oh ! Inttd.' land! that I should live to see all this!""

names of all the people,7 said Ellen, cwho have been the ruin
of us.' Mr. Belton then wrote them down from Maurice's
information ; and learned from him that he had lost to these
sharpers upwards of three thousand eight hundred pounds in